42	you can't be too careful
During her final phase of medicated malaise Mrs Tewler
made several wills, couched for the most part in a richly pious
phraseology. The valid instrument left a number of trifling
souvenirs to various friends, including a marked Bible and a
silver-framed photograph for her dear friend Mrs Humbelay,
and named Mr Myame as sole executor, trustee and guardian
for her son until the dear child was twenty-one, exhorting the
young man to trust and obey his guardian as a Father and
more than a Father, a Guide and a Wise Dear Friend.
Edward Albert listened to these dispositions without an
excessive display of emotion.
He looked at the lawyer and he looked at Mr Myame,
He sat on the edge of his chair meagre and wary.
" I suppose it 'ad to be," he said with resignation,
He sucked his teeth for a moment.
"Who was  that  Mr  Whittaker  who  sent  that great
wreath ? " he asked. " What sort of relation is he to me ? "
Neither of them could tell him.
Then he reflected, " I didn't know Mother was nearly
so bad as she was. No. ... I suppose it 'ad to be. ...
That was—it was "—gulp—" a lovely wreath anyhow,
She would have liked. . . ."
And suddenly his white little face crumpled up and he
was weeping.
" You have lost the Noblest and the very best of Mothers,"
said Mr Myame. " That Sainted Brave Woman. . . ."
Edward Albert had acquired a habit of never listening to
what Mr Myame might be saying. He wiped his miserable
sniffing face with the back of a dirty little hand. He was only
beginning to realise what all this meant to him. Day or night
she would never be there any more. Never. He wouldn't
go home to her presently and tell her things to his credit,
true or false according to circumstances, and bask in the love
she bore him. She wouldn't be there. She wasn't there.
She'd gone*

